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PATHWAY THROUGH THE WOODS ftELIGIOUS AND EDUCATIONAL.Ono of the carpots hs to be ripped A TAftDY VENGEANCE.WHOOP CITY DOINGS. HUN YDTINft TCFAFIFR words' and th0 thought that, perhaps,
and sowed over, and whilo you are-bus- y

with such little things as going with
out your dinner, lifting two'ton bureaus
and full-lengt- mirrors, carrying out
wardrobes and base burners, that ami-
able woman, with a rnggod calico
dross on, sits down in the midst of tha
litter and srws like a Trojan. She
tolls you what a lot of lovely new
things Mrs. lilank is olng to get for
her parlor, and harries you Into prom
Ising a good deal bettor outfit, even
though you know your salary is already
overdrawn. You blister knees and
knucklos scrubbing the floor, and fall
from the step-ladd- while trying to
brush tho dust from tho colling. You
knock tho little statuettes from
the brackets whero they had gained a
residence, and in a fit of impatience at
pounding your thumb throw tho ham-
mer through the largest window fwno
in the houso. You tear your clothes on
nails that were never revoaled be-

fore, and cut both hands on the butch
er knife while struggling to prepare a
lunch. Your ravenous appetite can
find nothing but husks of a bettor liv-
ing to feed upon, and not. many even of
them. A tailor comos and presents his
bill, which he claims is duo and has
long been in that condition, and in the
face of proof so positive you can not for
a moment make your wife understand
where all the money goes to.

When you have lived through threo
days of this sort of agony, going to bed
at midnight, only to riso with a mid-
summer dawn, you find the houso is
cleaned and tho things that were so
hard to move out can now be moved in
again. Though bruised and broken in
body and spirit, you are still in tho
ring, and come up to the scratch with a
readiness that would disqualify you for
tho pnzo ring any day in tho week. Not
a man, woman or child has appeared to
help you, and it seems that noitherlovo
nor money can induco them to sell an
hour's labor. The Ico man stands on
tho back stop of his wagon and laughs
as you strain every musclo of your body
escorting dray-load- s of furnituro to
thoir places in the houso, and oven tho
neighbors stop and ask how you like it,
They toll your wife on the quiet that
Bhn is fortunate, but sho knows that and
always has. You strugglo through the
setting up of stoves, tho jointing of
pipes and the stretching of stubborn
carpots, and you swear when it is all
over that you will never, so long as rea-
son maintains her throno in vour dis
tracted globe never clean houso again

But thon comes tho reward. Then
comes tho victory. The Consciousness
that you may pass a stove without bo-

ing asked to lift it; that not one of tho
tablos or chairs or buroaus needs mov
ing for another year and that you may
manage to die boforo that timo. All
thoso things aro sweet and soothing to

THEN COMES Till! REWARD.

the tired soul and the more than
bruised and broken body. You may
now sell what was once your Sunday
suit to tho man and sit down
in porfoct peace to a meal of victuals
cooked In tho ordinary way. You may
go to bod at tho propor hour and not
fool in your heart of hoarts that really
you ought to be up and fixing things
so that thrro will bo less to do r-

row. You havo earned your reward,
and if you aro wiso you will never al-

low any woman to beguile you into
such an indiscrotion again. Honoefor-
ward you swear you would rathor live
in comfortablo dirt than in the cleanest
houso that was roofed over provided
you havo the cloanlng to do yourself.
Chicago Herald.

SOCIAL EQUALITY.

It Existed In Ciilnu Klovon Centuries He
fore Christ.

In 1100 B. C. the Primo Minister of
the Emperor Wou-Wen- g, Tchcou-Kun-

constructed nam, or hydraulic ma
chinos of simple design and working, by
which water was raised to a height to
which it had never boon carriod bo
fore, and made reservoirs and canals for
irrigation. Water was conducted, by
means of niachinory, from tho wells to
tha dry hill-top- s, and water provision
was assured for times of drought. Ag-

riculturo, in consequence, flourished
Uther measures of Tchcou-Kun- g com-
prised tho promulgation of laws m
specting tho boundaries of propertie
ar.d tho prevention of trespasses, Tho
fields were divided into squares called
wells, from thoir resemblance to the
Chinese character signifying a well
surrounded and furrowed by ditches
arranged that eight farmers, each till
ing his own tract, united in cultlvatin
ho ninth, interior tract, which bo

longed to tho state, and the produco of
which paid their rent.

Tho system succeeded to a marveL
Each tenant was proprietor of about fif
teen acre, the whole product of whioh
belonged to mm, wtnio the state was
really proprietor of tho whole, and had,
as a landlord, the income of the ninth
tract. Besides this, each farmer had
some ",Ph"iO square metres of ground for
his farm-yar- d and his mulberry trees.
Thus he always enjoyed a surplus of
provision, of pork and poultry for food,
and silk fr clothing. No ono at this
time was richer or poorer than another,
but a complete social ('quality existed,
and evei y ono, they say, w as satisfied.

(ieneiil Tcheng Ki Toixg, in Popular
Science Monthly.

Vindictive Energy of a Fatrlotto Son ol
Bonnie Scotland.

That eminent political oconomlst wh
dofined murdor as "a salutary check to

was certainly an ad-

vanced theorist in his own way; and so,
too, was that famous surgeon who spoke
of tho battlo of Waterloo as "a colossal
example of unscientific dissection." Bu,'

both thoso admirable men have boon
completely thrown into the Bhado by a
humbler professor of tho samo school,
who figured in an adventure that befoll
no loss a person than Sir Waller Scott.

During one of tho groat novelist's
Journoys through tho north of England
be was attacked by a slight indisposi-
tion whilo baiting at a small village
near the Scottish border, and sent out
his servant la quest of a doctor. Tho
man soon returned, and ushored in a
stout elderly person, in whom Sir Walter
recognlzoa, to his no small surpriso, a
former servant of his own.

"Why, John," cried ho, "is this really
you?"

"Ay, it's mo, Sir Waltor," answered
the visitor! "and I'm varra glad to see
ye again. I hao gotten some o' thao
those story-book-s o1 yours yet, and

they're jist grand! Whiles sometimes
I canna sloop, and then I jist tak' ano o'
yon books o' yours, and road a wee bit,
and, wowl I'm fast asleop i' five min-

utes!"
'Well," said Scott, laughing good- -

humorodly at this rather doubtful com-

pliment, "I'm vory glad that any book
of mine can do so much good. But, toll
me, John, how camo my man to bring
yoahoro? I sont him out to fotch me a
doctor."

"Wool," replied John, with quiet
dignity, "I mysel' am jist the doctor
hero."

Sir Waltor was thunderstruck, as woll
he might bo, knowing as ho did that
John was as ignorant of modicino as of

Chinose.
'I should hardly havo thought of you

turning doctor, John," said ho at length.
"Pray what drugs do you uso?"

"I hao jist twa o' them, Sir Waltor
calomy and lodomy" (calomel and lauda-
num.)

"But, my good John," cried Scott,
shuddering involuntary at tho idea ol
such a pharmacopoeia in such hands,
"with drutrs like those do you never
happen to ahem! to kill any one?"

"Kill?" ochoed John with a vindictive
energy to which no words can do justico,
"Kill the Englishers? It will bo lang
oro I can mak' vp fov Flvtlden!" David
Kerr, in Editor's Drawer of Harper's
Magazine.

Fruits of Courtship.
Ned Grimes woro a sad countenance,

Ho was often askod what was tho mat
tor; hut no satisfactory answer was
forthcoming. At length, an intimate
friend obtained tho following particu-
lars of him:

"You know," said Ned, "I have beon
courting Sallio W. a long nhile; and so
we had a great notion of getting mar
ried, whon that darned old Colonel '

'Go on, Nod, don't bo a boy; what
about Colonol ?"

"Why, you see, Sally said I had bet
tor ask him; and so I did, as perlito as 1

knowed how."
"Woll, what reply did ho mako?"
"Why, ho kindor hinted round as if 1

wa'n't wanted thore!"
"Well, Ned, lot us know what the

hints were what the Colonol said to

disturb your mind so."
"Why, ho said if ho catched me thore

again, ho would cowhido me till I hadn't
an inch of skin loft on my back; darn
his old picter!" N. Y. Ledger.

JtisniHrck Downed for Once.
Thoro is an old story which has lately

boon revised and is now going the
rounds of tho press, both lay and med
ical, which is not improbablo In its con-

ception and which is worth repeating
for the benefit of some of tho younger
generation who may novor havo come
across it. It is stated that Bismarck
once callod in a young physician who
had been very strongly recommended to
him. The doctor naturally questioned
his illustrious patient vory closoly as to
tho naturo of his symptoms, their dura
tion, degree of severity, etc. The Princo
is nothing if not grouty, and, not rel-
ishing this dismlssod
the physician with scant courtesy. The
lattor hastened to depart, but before
making his final adiou, offerod the sug
gestion that tho bost thing for the
Princo to Jo would be to send for a vet
erinary surgeon, slnco the latter never
put any bothersomo questions to his pa-

tients. Medical Record.

Funnllioy's Expensive Joke.
Mrs. Hashloigh Try somo of this

stake, Mr. Funniboy.
Punniboy Thank you, I am not a

polico court judgo, Mrs. Hashleigb, but
yet I havo to try a good many tough
cases.

Mrs. Hashloigh Mr. Funniboy,
will want your room when your weok is
up. West Shore.

Sntlsfnctton Guaranteed.
Stage-Manag- Mr.IIcavy, you will

take tho part of Alonzo.
Mr. Heavy I have novor soon this

play. Do you think I can pleaso tho au
dience in that part?

Stage-Manag- Immensely. You die
in tho first ac- t- N. Y, Weekly.

A man on tho West Sido noticed
very largo Juno bug flying around his
piazza and proceeded to capturo it, says
the Rochester Union. Ho placed the
captive under a heavy glass tumbler
which rested on a newspaper, expecting
to examino the insect a littlo later in
the evening when he had leisure. On
returning to the taDle whero ho had
placed tho bug somo half an hour latet
he found that it had moved the tumbler
nearly a foot, by placing its head against
the side of tho glas and pushing it
along. In order to bo certain that the
glass had been moved by tho captive h
carefully marked its position on the
newspaper with a pencil, and at the
expiration of another quarter of an hour
found it had been moved nearly five
inches. The tumbler weighed at least
fifty times as much as the bug.

tarau!fa will ie all the more a
watering place when its immense new
bathin? establishment t ot SlQUjOOfU

Twas only a little pathway,
Bordered with marigolds sweet,

With the groon leaves overarching
The marks of unfrequent feet.

Tie goldon tints of the autumn
Brought ono of my saddest moods,

As Itook that Inno.y pathway
1 rough the solemn, silent woods,

Chirp, ohlrp, said the wee brown songstor,
As he hopped from limb to limb,

Stealing ono look t the stranger
Then seeking the shadows dim.

Anon, u sound that was sweoter
With fairy llko interludes

Camo over my soul like ether
Andcharmed that path through the woods,

Thereaftor there came a vision
As bright as a fabled fay,

A maiden of wondrous beauty
Stood right In my narrow way.

She blushed, and twilight grew rosy
Down through the sort solitudes.

I bad met my fato, and know it,
In the pathway through the woods,

JMany happy years have blessed mo
Binco that quiet gloaming hour,

And beside my homo hearth,
I dote on that woodland tlower.

There is sunshine ill her presence,
No matter what care intrudes. '

And dear for her sake, forever,
Is that pathway through tho woods.

William Lylc, in Detroit Free Press,

HOW TO CLEAN HOUSE.

Borne Men Would Hire tho Trouble-- .
j some Work Done.

But One Unfortunate Head of a
Seemed to lla-?- a liven Lured Into At-

tempting the Tusk Himitolf Where
Hie Reward Comes In.

IDyoueverelean
house? No?
Thon you bavo
never lived. Not
thai the pleas
ure derived
from tho actual
work is so ex-

crutlatlngly
funny that you
can not get
along without
it, but tho re
liof when tho
last tack is
driven and tho
last pioco of
furniture placed

is a thing that can only bo experienced
by one who has gone through tho mill.

And so, to appreciate all thero is in
this nineteenth contury civilization of
ours, ona must go to work at tho bot-
tom and build it up from the chaos in
which housekeepers always soom to
take such fiendish delight.

For wooks the wifo of your sorrows
has Baid: "We will clean houso Mon-
day," and you have been led to think

--it a little, trivial thing, not worth
worrying about, and so have not

- hired a man to do tho heavy work
there soems to bo no heavy work

to da But fct last tho fatal moment
comes and you can esoapo no longer.
You aro asked with all tho sweetness of

to peaches and croam if
fSs'-fil- l holp with the stove before you
go down-town- , and in a motnont of
weaknoss you consent. Then you are
lost, even more ' effectually than the
woman. who hositatos. Once tho stove
Is out you see the zino on which it rcstr
ed Is easy to remove, and that comes
next. The tacks have all boon drawn
from the carpet by your wifo, whoso
forchoad shows an enormous height,
and then, while you aro at it, you can
bo easily holp them roll the carpet to-

gether and carry it out to the back yard
so that tho man who is expected every
nilnuto can boat the dust out of it to
his heart's content. Of course ho never
comes, and when you have carried tho
parlor chairs out to the laundry and
found you had missed tho train, you go
tit it yourself and thump away for half
an hour at the dust you woro all wintor
treading in. Then you arc hot and
dirty and all out of patience, and when
yo. j tJHSV---i'- e 'or 0 Klass ot but
termilk and find tiie woman who was to
bavo corao is as far away as 's tho man
Servant you 'grow, desperate, got a mop
ftnd buckot, turn up your trousers and
fall to work. From thon on it is you
and your wifo for it No ono ever found
an alion assistant whon there was a
houso to clean.

Bedsteads have to bo set out in the
shade and mattresses havo to be hung
In tho sunshine: and whon you have
wrestled with one of those lattor abom-
inations you foci that Evan Lewis and
his strangle hold would bo an oasy and
welcome thing in comparison. You are
allowed to wash tho woodwork in tho
parlor while the aian hangs tho paper in

NO MOliK OF THAT EXACT PATTEKX,

tho bedrooms, and when ho is half done
ho warbles a complaint that thoro is not
enough paper to go around. So you
hve to slick up a bit and go half a milo
to the store for another roll, only to find
when you get thoro that the merchant
has no more of that exact pattern, but
would bo glad to fill your order from
any thing else in the shop. By the way.
did anybody ever find a match for wall
paper already purchased?

I ne upsnoi 01 it an is mat you rmy a
new outfit, pay tho cash and carry it
home, and are told when you get there
that your w ife has concluded to have
the room calclmined, anyway: You can
either swear and be a brute or hold vour
temper and ce a saint just as you like.
Being a man, you etiooso the latter
clean house and say nothing.

trouble hor again.
Somo of tho nearest noighbors had

oome by this timo to join in tho soarch.
Just thon a thought camo to Mr. Holt

Rover, and calling him, he said,
"Whero is Clifford? Go And Clifford 1"

This he repeated several timos until
tho dog began smelling on tho ground.

It was somo timo before tho track
across tho road was found, but when it
was tho dog wont straight into the
whoat and disappoarod, Mr. Holt fol-

lowed, tho moon making it almost as
light as day.

After going a littlo way he stopped
and callod to Rover, thinking what
nonsonse to bo wasting tho timo in this
way. No doubt Rover though t ho was --

after birds, and, bosides, ho was break-
ing the wheat all down, and he had tald
Clifford never to go into the grain ftsi

that very reason. But Ho vs." would not
coino back, but ran on as if he under-
stood iust what he was about. So ho :

followed as rapidly as ho could. All at
once Rovor came to a stand still,

wagging his tail gloofully ovor a blue
sailor hat, in which was a nest of little
birds, with thoir mother. Mr. Holt was
sure now that Rovor know best, and
urged him on. And in a fow minutes
they camo to a littlo ourly-heado- d boy-lyin-

fast asleep, and his faco all swol-
len with crying.

Tho next instant ho was awake and
telling his papa he was so hungry, and
ho had found ono nost ot birds, and
when he tried to find the way home ho
could not As his father held him in
his arms and startod for the long tramp
oack, two big toars foil on the curly
head as be thought of what would have
happened if it had not boon for Rovor.

All summer long, way out in tho
prairio was a large square of wheat that
tho machino novor roapod, and in tho
midst was the happiest family of littlo
red birds whoso homo was in tho bluo
sailor hat Francis M. Conkling, in N.
Y. Examiner.

A QUEER PET.

How It Went Flshin' with Molly and

Peggy and Molly lived on a farm in
Pike County, Pa. Thoir houso was a
long way from tho nearost neighbor, and
it was soldora any ohildron oamo to soo
them, so thoy made playmates of all the
animals on the farm.

'Yos," said thoir mothor, "thorn chil
dren potted all tho critters bo and mado
'oni so tamo I couldn't soem to keep 'em
out the house. Chickens and turkeys,
and oven calves and pigs, would oome
poking their heads in tho doors at all
hours of tho day."

You soe Peggy and Molly commencod
to pet tho calves when thoy woro baby
calves, and tho pigs when thoy were
woe, cunning little things, and did not
stop potting and playing with them
evon whon thoy wore full grown. That
is how they camo to havo a big pig for a
playmate.

"Molly," said Poggy one bright morn
ing, "lot's go flshin',"

"All right," said Molly.
So with fishing poles ovor their

shoulders tho children startod off.
Now whloh of their playmates do you

supposo went with thom? Not Nero, ,

tho dog, nor Tabby, tho cat, not even
Ted, thoir pot rooster, who usually fol-

lowed thom everywhere, but it was
Master Pig himself who escorted them.

Tho pond was about a quartor of a
mile away, and to roach it, it was nec
essary to cross a orooic. men was no
bridge over tho brook, but thy crossed
on a fallon log.

Master Pig will have to go home
now," said fliony as sue roacnoa tne op-

posite bank, "ho can't como ovor here."
But Mastor Pig had no such idoa, be

would novor desert his littlo frlonds in
that way. So placing his two forefeet
on tho log, he turned up his funny nose,
sniffed, gruntod, and thon startod on his
perilous journey.

Slowly, carefully, stop by Btop he
walkod along tho slippery log until he
finally reached the other bank in safety.

Thon with a grunt of roliof he fol-

lowed tho littlo girls to the fishing
ground and, lying down, mado himself
comfortablo whilo tho children dovotod
themsolvos to tho serious business ot
trying to catch minnows with bont pins
for fishing hooks.

Not once did Mastor Pig wandor away
from his little charges, and you may
be sure when they all camo safoly home
at noon, Master Pig was givon an extra
good dinner for having taken such good
care of tho little girls. Adelia B.

Beard, in Youth's Companion.

LIKL LOUIS QUATORZE.

One of the Peculiar Vagaries or an Erratlo
l nrlnlan Gentleman.

A curious scono was witnossed in a
woll-know- n restaurant near the Hallos
at an qarly hour on Thursday morning.
"A gentleman, who said bis name was
Adalbert, and Is reported to bolong to a
good family, invited two men whom he
mot on thostrootto supper. They supped
in a most luxurious manner, consuming
several bottlos of charapagno. At last
Adalbert knocked on tho tablo with his
stick and shouted: "Bring the billl
Quick! I am Louis XIV., I don't like to
be kept waiting." The proprietor
brought the reckoning, which amounted
to 8, and the roprosontative of Louis
XIV. tossod it to his companions, re
marking: "Pay that if you like! As
for mo, I havo only got Is 8d

in my pocket and I intend to
keep it thore!" "But," expostulated his
companions, "it was you who invited .

us to supper!" ''Very likoly," was th
reply; "I invited you to supper, and you
have supped; now I invito you to pay,
therefore pay! That's my character."
The result of the altercation was that
all three were taken before M. Lejeune,
inspector of police, who soon found out
that the gontloman calling himsell
Adalbert was in reality a lunatic, and
had already been in St Anne's asylum
for mental vagaries of a similar kind. '

Ho was sent to the infirmary of the
central polico station for further in-

quiry into the stato of his mind. The
other men were n Derate a on promising
to pay tne landlord wnen mey naa
money enough. Paris Cv. London
Telegraph.

Vivid Glimpses of Society Life In a Boom-
ing Western Town.

By perusing tho following clippings
from tho society columns of the Whoop
City Pionoor tho reador will gain vivid
plimpsos of ovory-da- y life in that pros-

pective metropolis!
"Uncle Jackey Rawson dropped in on

us, yesterday afternoon, and incident-
ally mentioned the row at the baptizing
out at Jerkwater creek, last Sunday,
during which tho preacher was drowned.
Uncle Jaokey, though seventy-tw- o years
old, held his own in the scrimmage.
Call again, Uncle Jackey."

"Little Willie Hanks was painfully
urt, Monday. His mother, as is her

Wont when making him a pair of pants,
had him lying on tho cloth on the floor
while sho chalked the shape around him.
At that moment his father came hurry-
ing in with the news that thero was an I

Eastern capitalist in town, and stepped
on the poor little fellow's head bofore
ho saw him."

Revrond Mr. Harps requests us to
announce that ho will marry all comers
at loss rates than any one else in the
town. Old bones, rags and iron taken
same as cash."

"Wednesday morning it was found
that the cashier of tho Whoop City Sav
ings Bank had fled with the funds of the
Institution, loaving this legend posted
on the door: 'Bank Suspended.' Tho
boys caught him lator. Thursday morn- -

ng ho was found swinging on a jaok- -

oak limb with this logond pinned to
bis bosom: 'Bank Cashier Suspended.'"

"There was a llvoly foot race on the
oast side, Sunday. Tho traveling cor-

respondent of an Eastorn paper was it.
The boys found out that he had written
to bis papor that our prosporous little
city is not booming. Honco the race.
Wo hoar ho lost an ear justbeforo start
ing."

"We have a damage suit on hand for
killing Hank Parsons' cow. Last Sab
bath morning, as we lay locked in slum-
ber, this brute came along, thrust hoi
bead in at the open window, and, seiz-

ing a corner of our crazy quilt (apresent
from Aunt Missouri Azberry), began to
pull it out of tho window preparatory to
devouring it. Aroused from a swoet
dream by this ruthless onslaught, and
not being a meek and humble rabbit, wo
grasped a shooting stick and smote tha
beast on a vulnerable spot betwixt tho
horns, killing her in her tracks. ' Warn-
ed by this proof of our skill. Hank in
stituted tho damage suit as bofore
stated, Instead of coming to see us about
it, as ho threatened."

'Later Mr, Parsons ran away with
our wifo, last night. Bo this, wo sup
pose, squashes the damage suit" Tom
P. Morgan, in Munsoy's Weekly.

COULDN'T FOOL HIM.

A Mnn Who Knew How to Keep a Nickel
When lie lfnd One.

"What star is that?" inquired the
raw-bono- d stranger, halting at the streel
corner.

"That ain't a star," said tho fakir with
a toloscopo. "That is a planet."

"H'm! What planet is It?"
"That, sir, is Jupiter."
"It's Jupitor, is it? How do you know

It's Jupitor?"
"Why everybody knows that planet is

Jupiter."
"But how do you know It?"
"Know it by its belts."
"Hain't any other planotgot belts?"
"Possibly some of them havo. In the

remotest depths of spaco there may be
myriads of worlds that the tolescope
has not revealed to us, and some of them
may have belts like this ono."

"That's what I thought. Do you s pose
Jupitor is inhabited?"

"Some persons think it is, and some
say it has not yet cooled off sufll
ciently for human bolngs to live upon
It"

"Do you think it's likoly that tho poo
plo who live on it, if thore are any, call
it Jupiter?"

"Oh, no; it isn't at all likoly."
"n'm! How much do you charge foi

looking at it through that thing?"
"Only five cents."
"Five cents, hoy? You want five cents

for squinting about ton seconds at a
planot you call Jupitor because every
body elso calls it Jupitor, and because
It's got bolts, whon you say yourself it
ain't tho only ono that's got belts, and
you acknowledge tho people on it don't
call it Jupiter? It's my belief you don't
know whethor it's Jupitor or Job's
Coffin. I say that it's a durn swindle."

And ho olbowed his way out of the
crowd and walkod off, loaving the telo-Bcop- o

man jumping up and down in
speechless rage. Chicago Tribuno.

Sonnd Advice.
"I'm terribly embarrassed; my eld- -

oat son is just ninetoon and I haven't
the slightest idea what I shall make of
him."

"Doesn't he show any Inclination for
any particular vocation?"

"Woll, ho seems fond of travelin- g-
going about you know."

"I've got it; make him a railroad
man."

"No, I guess I'll make him a bank
cashier." General Managor.

Modern Sciences.
"I suppose your son learned a lot

at that new-fanglo- d Boston school?"
"Oh, yes. Henry stood at tho head of

all his classos in the sciences,"
"And what is he doing now resting?"
"Oh, dear, no. Henry is applying his

knowledgo in perfecting a circular saw
for cutting trowsers for bow-legge- d

men. J udgo.

A Had Ilreak.
Klpley Have a pleasant time at her

house last night?
Spooncr Yes; I made a bad break,

though.
Kipley Say something you didn't in

tend to?
Spooner No; I broke the front gate

getting away from the dog. Munsey's
Weekly.

A Healthful Occupation.
Gazzam (reading) Jean Jaequo Ver-

sailles, a noted Frenchman, is dead at
the age vt 107.

Larkin lie must have lieen engaged
in a very liralthful profession to have
lived so long,

"lie wus a ulista." N. Y. Sun.

Mr. J. J. Hill has given a half mil-

lion of dollars to ostablish a Cathollo
tnoological seminary in St, Paul, Minn,

Yale's acadomlo and scientific fresh-
men classes will aggrogato nearly 400

momburs. Princeton will open with
over 800 mon.

There are 57,011 Baptists in Ohio,
with 688 churohes. Last yoar the

In the Stato contributed for
missions 848,601.27 an averago of 76

cents por momber.
Coleridgo characterizes cortaln re-

ligionists as boginning by loving thoir
party bettor than thoir church that
they go on to love thoir church hotter
than thoir God, and end by loving thom-eolvo- s

best of alb
Man is first startled by sin; thon it

becomes pleasing, thon easy, thon
then frequent, thon habitual,

then confirmed. Tho man is imponj- -

tont, thon obstinate, thon ho is damned.
Joremy Taylor.

Sixty-sovc- n seniors and ninety-tw- o

Juniors at Yale University elect Old
Testament litoraturo, two lessons a A
Week, for next year, the Old Testament
being tho only toxt-boo- Oriental
history, with special roferonco to the
Biblo, will bo a required study in thd
freshman class. Prof. W. R. Harpor
Will toach thoso classos.

The religious statistics of Germany
show 29,869,847 evangelicals, including
mombors of tho Lutheran, Reformed and
United Churches; 10,785.734 Romar
Catholics, 125,673 other Christians, in
eluding the Moravians, Baptists, Meth
odists and other independent churchos;
663,172 Jews, and 11,278 "unclassified.'
Of tho 125,673 Independent Christians,
60,000 aro Baptists, of whom 20,990 aro
mombors of tho Baptist churches.

Wosley was once ongagod in an im-

portant conforonco with his leading as
sociates. Thoy wanted a satisfactory.
definition of faith. No ono could f ur-

pish it. Wosloy said: "Let us call In
Mrs. M.," naming a woman of strong
sonso and doop pioty; "sho can toll us
just what faith is in a phrase that a
child can grasp." Tho woman was call
ed In. "Whon asked what faith is Bhn

replied: "It is taking God at his word."
"That will do," exclaimed Wosloy. And
that will indeed do for all of us.

In Grosspoistonin Eastorn Prussia,
is atoachorwhoso fathor and forefathers,
over since tho yoar 1030, have, boen act
ing as leachors in tho villago. Son has
followed fathor, so that in 1S30 tho fam
ily Bottihn was able tocelobrate its 250th
anniversary. All Bcttihns have cele-

brated tho flftioth anniversary in office.
and, what is moro, every ono of thorn
has celebrated bis goldon wodding. Tho
present cantor, Julius Bottihn, who has
beon teacher in that villago since 1841

is at present sixty-eigh- t years old, and
remarkably activo and physically strong,

Woro a man able to writo In seven
languagos, could ho daily convorso with
all tho sweets of tho liberal sciences to
which tho most accomplished mako

were he to entertain himsolf
with all ancient and modern history;
and could ho feast continually on the
curiosities which tho diflorent branches
of loarning may discover to him, all this
would not afford tho ravishing satisfac-
tion which ho might find in relioving
tho . distresses of a poor, misorablo
neighbor, nor would it boar any com
parison with tho heartfelt dolight which
ho might havo by doing service to the
kingdom of our groat Saviour in the
world. Cotton Mathor.

WIT AND WISDOM.

-- "Do you know what duty is?" "It
is what wo oxact from others." A. Du-

mas.
Tho man who is bo busy that ho has

no time to laugn needs a vacation.
Ram's Horn.

By examining tho tonguo of a pa- -

tiont, a physician discovers tho disease
of tho body, and by tho same means a
phllosophbr discovers tho disease of the
mind.

A scandal mongor is a person who
talks to our noighbors about us. An
entertaining talkor is a porson who tolls
us moan stories about our neighbors.
Munsoy's Weekly.

--It Is well enough for a man to wait
till his ship comes in, but ho would re
alize on tho cargo much sooner if ho
would hustle for a tug-bo- at to tow it in
to harbor. Elmira Gazotto.

No. Colia, Bohrlng Sea is not a Ger
man summer garden, but a largo body of
seals entlroly surrounded by poachors.
Tho phonetic similarity has deceived
you. Behring, not booring. Soo?
Boston Transcript.

The good, kind papa had taken his
boys with him to the boor garden. "Now
children," he remarked, "if you aro real
good and bohave well your fathor will
ordor another glass of beor for himsolf."

Fliegondo Blatter.
A man may havo a head so stuffod

with knowlodge that his hair can't grow,
and yot havo his foot knocked clear out
from under him by a question or two
from a midget too small to known an
idea from the goosoborry. Ram's Horn.

The greatest man is he who chooses
tho right with invlncihlo resolution;
who resists the sorest temptations from
within and without; wi bears the
heaviest burdens cheerfully; who is
citlmest in storms, and whose reliance
on truth, on virtue, on God, is most un-

faltering. Channing.
ScrlbUor "Well, what are you doing

now?'L Scrawley "I'm working on a
play." Scribbler "Havo you got it
nearly written?" Scrawley It's all
written." Scribbler Thought you said
you were working on it." Scrawley
"So I am." 'Working on it,' means try
ing to get it producod." America.

An individual who was not trained
in childhood to solf control, is forever
honelesslv a child in his combat with
himself; and he can never gain tho van
tage-groun- d which his childhood gave
to him, in the battle which then opened
before him, and in the thick of which
he still finds himself. Good Health.

Repairs Needed Mistress "Mary,
what aro you doing with that clock?'
Mary (with tho servants' bed room clock
under her arm) "I laze. mum.Oim taktn
it to a watchmaker's. It's all out av order,
mum. Ivcry morning at foive o'clock it
goes nil to pieces, an' makes such
racket Oi can't slape." N. Y, Weekly.

HOW THEY WERE MARRIED.

My dolly wag going to be married.
'Twas such un oxcitltig day

And all tho dolls woro Invltud, of
From near and far away.

She had as lino un outfit
As ever a doll could show;

We played tlmt it came from Tarls,
Llko Sister Null's, you know.

The groom was a gallnnt sailor
In a suit ot whltu nnd blue,

Ills nanio wus Uulpli Augustus,
And the numo was Sue.

The bride was drossed In satin,
All trtinmad with flowers and lace;!

And every one said sliu was charming,
And hud such a lovoly tuco I

Pray, how do you think thoy wore mar
ried if

'Twiis slinplo as Blmplo could bo I

Thoy both jumpod over a broomstick,
And then they were married, you see.

Our Little Ones.

LOST AND FOUND.
at

Little Hoy's Adventure In a III (f Field of
Wheat.

It was a day in July; the thormometor
ran high in tho ninetios, and the air
was so oppressive that even the birds
and insects soomod to have entirely dis
appeared.
' It had beon an unusually busy morn

ing for Mrs. Holt; she had been up
since three o'clock, for the
harvesting would begin, and there were
great preparations going on, as in this
prairie home it was the gala time ot all
the year, when the nearest neighbors
came to belp gather tho beautiful grain
that waved in tho sunlight and covered
a thousand aoros or more of the sur
rounding country. Nothing but a sea
of yellow in every direction,

Littlo " Clifford thought
there never had boen such a day since
he could romombor. Mamma was so
busy sho did not want him in the kitch-
en, and it was so hot out of doors that
he could not play at all.

At last ho ran to his mother just
she was making hor last tins of biscuit,
and said: "Mamma, please put mo to
bod; I am so Bleopy and tired. Rover
is asleep and Kittie and I will go too.

"Run away, Clifford I am too busy. If
you are so sloopy go and lie
down-i-n your cot; but you had bettor
play until after dinner, thon take a nap
with me."

Clifford did not liko tho idea of going
alono, so ho ran out-doo- to

play as his mothor told him. But tho
shade was only in such a littlo place by
the house, and he would just go over thore
by the wheat; it looked coolor thoro as
the grain waved in the broozo. So ho
trotted ovor tho road to tho edge of tho
grain, and sure enough it roally was
cooler; so he sat down in tho shadow of
tho tops that stood four fept high. As
he sat thero his attention was attractod
by somo littlo red birds that woro fly
ing back and forth into tho wheat
Suddenly he remembered what his
papa had told him, the night boforo
about those birds, who bad built their
nests all through tho grain. And Clif-

ford had folt so sorry for tho baby birds
that would bo so cruelly killod by the
big machine. All at once he thought,
"I will go a little way in and find some
nests, and I will put them in my hat
and carry them out in tho orchard; how
clad the poor mamma birds will bo
whon I save tho littlo birdlos' lives."

Now, Clifford's mamma had often told
him novor to go away from tho house
alono, but ho had forgotten all elso
now, in his wish to save tho livos of the
young birds that were in such peril.
So into tho forest of yellow glory ho
mado his way. On and on ho
wont, hunting for tho nosts. Finally,
tho poor little man was so tired of
making his way and of searching in
vain for tho birds that, after an hour's
tramp, he decided to go home "to his
mamma." So ho turned around, and
started back; but which way was back?
Ho was so small that in coming through,
he had not broken a singlo stalk, but
had slipped between them, and so had
not loft a traco bohind.

Ho turned back, expecting, of course,
to come right out in sight of mamma's
kitchen-doo- r, and he wondored if din
noi would bo roady, ana u mamma
would be glad to soe him now. So he
made his way a littie farthor, and then
he thought he would sit down and rost
just a littlo while, and perhaps he would
hoar the dinner-hor- n blow; then he
would run on homo.

Whon Mrs. Holt finished the biscuit,
it was timo to prepare tho dinner. Once
or twice the thought of Clifford's flushed
face camo to her, and she thought he
must have gone rs after all, be
cause it had been such a long time since
she had soon any thing of him. Whon
noon came a shrill blast of the long tin
horn brought Mr. Holt and his two men
home to their dinner. To Mr. Holt's
inquiry: "Where is Clifford?" Mrs.
Holt replied: "Asleop, His
dinner was carefully put away for him,
and the mon returned to thoir work

Late in the aftornoon Mrs. Holtawoke
with a start from the long nap she had
taken on the dining-roo- Bofa, where
she had thrown herself for a littVe rest
before going s. Her firat thought
was of Clifford, and up-stai- she flow,
into the little room where his cot stood.
He had not been there at all, nor In hor
room. ' Thoroughly alarmed she wont
up into the garret, whore he sometimes
played; but all was silent and empty.
The next instant the horn sont its oall,
echoing over the prairie in blast aftoi
blast recalling Mr. Holt in great haste.
All was confusion now! What had be-

come of Clifford ?

The first thought was of the small
creek that ran half a mile beyond the
house, and its banks were searched in
vain for trace. They went along the
road for miles in each direction, but
nothing was to be seen except the
(folden-heade- d grain on either side,
nodding their good night to the sotting
sun. At length, as the great full moon
was risinir they returned homo. The
father, in hopeless despair, Tiot know
Ing what was to bo done next to find
Ma l, il,l .hnthpr a! vb or dead. nlrs.
Holt was living over the morning in a

j perfect agony of remorse for the hast
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